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Lancey, a cousin of my Grandfather, and the widow of
Sir David Dundas, at one time Commander-in-Chief of
the British army. Soon after she left us, our Aunt mar-
ried Mr. John Loudon McAdam, the celebrated engineer
of roads, a very clever and agreeable old gentleman, bora
in America, I think, but a very prejudiced Englishman,
lie told my Father, on one occasion, that sheep could
never be raised in America!!
At the end of a few weeks we left Southampton for
Havre, in a small, rickety, jerky, dirty steamboat, On a
bright moonlight night we landed on the soil of Nor-
mandy, the native province of our Huguenot ancestors,
the de Lances, At Havre everything was desperately
foreign,. After a few days we embarked for Rouen in a
tugboat, Great was our delight in the views of the banks,
the open unfenced farms, the compact dark villages, and
the ruined castles. At Rouen we passed several days
under the shadow of the grand old Cathedral, which was
a great delight to him, a sublime wonder of architecture.
The Hotel cle Ville, where dear good Jeanne d'Arc was
burned in the presence of mitred Bishops and belted
knights, was visited with most melancholy interest. We
all spoke French with ease, excepting my little brother,
whose English was still babylike, though in a few months
he was chattering away at a great rate in pure Parisian,
Our dear Father bought a travelling caleche at Rouen,
and we were soon climbing the hill of St. Catherine,
where we greatly enjoyed the fine view, A Norman pay*
sanne, in winged white cap and wooden sabots, was walk-
ing up the hill, as well as ourselves j a dark village of
some size lay among the open patch-work .fields below;
my Father asked its name of the young woman, "Je ne
suis pas de ce pays /<r/, Monsieur" she replied, She did not

